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INTRODUCTION 


Frankly, it came as a bit of a shock. We had been interested in science fiction for 
years, but had only begun an involvement in fandom through the Indiana University 
Science Fiction Club in 1982. Our first con was InConJuncTion in 1982, and though 
we had heard of filking (the folklorist Edith Fowke had even done a scholarly paper 
on it in 1980), we did not venture close enough to it to be hopelessly snared (as 

we have since become) until Marcon in 1985. Sally originally went to the open filk to 
collect for a field study (in her role as ethnomusicologist), and I went with some 
trepidation (owing to my vast ignorance of the tradition), hoping to play some. I had 
dusted off some songs and parodies I wrote in the seventies, selected those I hoped 
SF fandom might find somewhat entertaining, and had joined the filkers in (what | 
later learned was) a modified bardic circle. When my turn came around, I just tried 
to play whatever fit. The shock was that people liked it--not only that, they 

sang along, said kind things, and listened to the words! 


It was instantly addicting. 


Sally had played in symphony orchestras, ensembles, jazz combos, and Latin bands 

(not to mention drum corps); I had played mainly folk-rock in coffeehouses around 1970, 
originals and country-rock with friends in a pizza-parlor band, and electric top-40 
with a semi-pro band (read: we had to borrow our PA and serve as our own roadies). 
Neither of us had played to so attentive and friendly an audience of people we didn't 
know yet. We'd had no inkling that this was an audience we'd been looking for-- 

but it was, and we had been. 


Shock Number Two was when we were invited to Xanadu in 1986 as filk guests of honor. 
We played late into the night with our new filking friends (which we would have done in 
any event), and I realized--on hearing "Banned from Argo” for the first time--that 

there was (and is) still a great deal about the tradition of filking I had yet to know. 


Then two of our tunes (including Sally's first-ever filk, "Goin’ Down the Cosmic 
Drain’) were included in the "Marcon Grows Up" tape that Bob Laurent recorded at 
Marcon XXI. (Some of the tunes on that tape were recorded at the one-shot concert-- 
shy filkers take note!) By this time we had serious symptoms--this was something we 
wanted to do for a long time. 


Since then, friends have been encouraging us (they should know better!) to record 

a tape of our own. This last summer, we did; this is the accompanying music book. 
We've tried to provide everything that might be needed to play the songs; still, it's 
perfectly OK for players to use different configurations of these chords. I just dia- 
grammed the ones I use, and Sal has done rhythmic lead-sheets for two of the trickier 
tunes, as well as Performance Notes in the back of the book. While we recognize that 
there is a natural diversity of musical advancement among filkers, we do not presume 
to “instruct” the reader in "the only way” to play the songs. That's for top-40 
literalists ("They're so good, they sound just like the record, maan!"). Please use your 
creativity! And consider the chord diagrams and notes just an invitation to explore 
with us some sounds we enjoy. 


Oh, yes, about the drawings. Like a lot of my songs, most of them have reposed in 

old notebooks for years, occasionally meeting the gaze of family and friends. They 
were originally like visual journal-entries, or half-doodled renditions of concepts. 

I've dressed them up a little for presentation here; they help fill in the blank spaces, 
and many derive from a long-term interest in SF that predates our awareness of fandom. 
Hope vou enjoy them. 


And thanks. 


AWAY BEHIND THE SUN 


Tune traditional. 
Words c 1972 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


v1 


V3 


va 


VS 


V6 


D9 
Well I'm going out, baby, 


A (riff) 


away behind the sun. 

D9 
Yes, I'm goin' out, baby, 

; A (riff) 
away behind the sun. 

E9 D9 
Gonna find relativity—-— 
A (riff) 


I might just send some home. 


Gonna find me one of those 
sweet Venusian girls. 

I'm gonna find me one of those 
sweet Venusian girls. 

Show you high-power women 
the way to run your world. 


There'll be ten black bluesmen, 
they're gonna own the place. 
There's gonna be a thousand black 
they're gonna own the place. 
Show you white Nnonky astronauts 
the way to walk in space. 


Well I'm going out far enough, 
do what I want to do. 

Gonna be eoing out far enough, 
do what I want to do. 

Well it may not be heaven, 

but it will Nave to do. 


Yes I'm going out, baby, 

tell me do you want to go? 
Gonna be going Out, baby, 

tell me do you want to go? 
Gonna be leaving on hyperdrive, 
ain't comin' back no more. 


Yes I'm going out, baby, 
away behind the sun. 
Gonna be goin' out, baby, 
away behind the sun. 


bluesmen, 


Gonna find a little piece of infinity--— 


I might just send you some. 


Cie These pre ne mie used om the tape. 
€ using tye 4 as 
“ ey Aw Sei An esses 


make 2 movalle “9 cB re 
1s to teke a Mendad once etibon 
BE chord and tien Kuss cur an 


shoum. Whe DI an eae gr 
co D&E, and these Chords aive 
A Somevohat jezzier sound, 


hese chords also work CL? 
we» uith Dy F tplecina 
Dba, and an fot give ae 


CON MAN BLUES 


Tune traditional. 
Words c 1986 by Sally Childs-Helton. 


vl 


ch 


V3 


va 


e B-G:AG-E 

My momma was a filker, 

my daddy was a fan. E-G'A:G-E 

F a (etc.)... 


I got my start ona pile of T-shirts 
in the back of a huckster'’s van. 

It was at a Worldcon, 

at the masquerade--— 

you know my momma had me 

in the middle of the etaced <" ceinerass 


A 


I'm a con man, baby, 
I’m a con man through and through. 
I'll be a con man for you, baby, 


I'll be a con man for you. 


I call in sick Friday mornings, 

hit the road so I won't be late. 

I'd rather be a mundane than miss a con--—- 
FIAWOL's on my license plate. 

I go to a con every weekend, 

I enter the masquerade. 

I go into the dealer's room 

and spend everything I've made. CcChorus) 


I watch the videos all day, 

filk the whole night through. 

In-—between I'm in the con Suite, 

having a beer or two. 

I call in sick Monday mornings, 

feeling like dead doe meat. 

I know it's from too much conning, 

but I'll be back again next week. CChorus) 


It'll be at some Worldcon 

that I'm gonna meet my fate-—- 

I'll die from too much filking 

and from staying up too late. 

Now I was born at a Worldcon-- 

I want to be buried in space. 
They'll shoot my ashes into the sun 
and I'll really gafiate! CChorus) 


(Goin Down the) COSMIC DRAIN 


Music and words c 1986 by Sally Childs-Helton. 


ch 


V3 


Vv 


VY’ 


A 


Vi 


6 


C 


Those astronomy boys gave me a fright 


G 


as I listened to my radio the other night. 


C 
They say they're sure; they know they're right, 


G i 


we're goin’ down the cosmic drain. 


F 


There's a black hole in the middle 


of the galaxy--— 


~ 


it'll suck down you, 
it'll suck down me. 


If you don't believe it, just wait and see-- 


G e 


we're goin’ down the cosmic drain. 


Black holes pull with a terrible might, 

they pull it all in, includin' light. 

Won't do no good to try and fight 

as you're goin’ down the cosmic drain. 

A black hole don't discriminate--—- 

it'll take your house, your car, your mate. 
Hold out your Nand and meet your fate-—- 
you're goin’ down the cosmic drain. CChorus) 


Everything'11] get sucked right down 

through the middle, 

and we can't stop it-—--we can't do diddle. 
Makes you feel right small, 

right puny and little-- 

we're headed down the cosmic drain. 

Can't run, can't hide, can't fly away-- 

it'll get us all, so the scientists say. 

There ain't no escape, there ain't no way-- 
we're headed down the cosmic drain. CChorus) 


You know it's comin', you Know it's in store, 
got a one-way ticket 

to the egalactic core-- 

that's all there is, there ain't no more, 

we're headed down the cosmic drain. 

Don't have to walk, you've got a free ride: 
you'll get to see what-—all's inside-- 

that is, of course, if we all ain't died 

as we're goin' down the cosmic drain. CChorus) 


V8 It'll repossess you, seal your fate--—- 
better make your peace--don't hesitate-- 
and pack your bags so you won't be late 
as you go on down the cosmic drain. 

vo Don't have to sign up, don't need to apply; 
you're goin', that's a fact you can't deny. 
Better hold your nose as you wave goodbye 
as you're sucked on down the cosmic drain. 
CChorus) 


V10 It's down the tubes--ain't life a bitch? 
Don't matter if you're poor, 
don't help if you're rich-- 
if you got good taste 
or you just like kitsch, 
you're headed down the cosmic drain. 
V11 We're out in the boonies of the galaxy, 
and we'll be the last through, it seems to me. 
I’m told it has to do with entropy--— 
we're goin' down the cosmic drain. (Chorus) 


V12 Must be the Reds--it’s a Communist plot 
to get the whole universe tied up in a Knot! 
But they can't stop it-- 
they can't do squat—-— 
they're goin' down the cosmic drain. 
V13 This little song's been sung in vain. 
It's ev'rything to lose, and nothin' to gain-—- 
so we might as well sing the chorus again 
as we g0 on down the cosmic drain! CcChorus) 


MORE verses (sing whatever you like!): 


VIA It'll get your goat, your cow, your mare, 
take the whole nine yards--it just ain't fair. 
Like old dishwater, it just don't care, 


it gets sucked on down the cosmic drain. 
V1B It'll take your cat and your little dog too, 
take ev'rything you own, 
throw it out in the blue. 
Kiss your ass goodbye, you Know you're through. 
You're headed down the cosmic drain. 


v1C You can beg and plead and cuss and cry, 
and fight and scream, but by and by 
it's a one-way trip, it ain't no lie-- 
you're goin’ down the cosmic drain. 

v1bD Get your act together, it's the end of the line. 
Better make your will--I just made mine--— 
better get busy, don't stop to whine. 
You're goin’ down the cosmic drain. 


V1E We'll go with Venus and Pluto and Mars, 
with the moon and sun 
and all them stars. 
It'll get it all--if it's near or far, 
it’s headed down the cosmic drain. 


FLYING ISLAND FAREWELL (CThe Island of When) 


Tune: "Jamaica Farewell (Kingston Town)” by Herbie Lovell, Roy McIntyre, and Lillian Keyser, c 1957 
by The Top Notch Music Corporation. 
Words c 1986 by Barry Childs-Helton. In memory of Bill Maraschiello. 


G 


v1 Fairly high in the summer sky 


where the cloud-banks form an archipelago, 


G 


there we have seen an island green 
drifting town to town as it wants to geo. 
And it's——(CChorus) 


G C 


ch Now and then, we join the fen-- 
D G 
folk who fly the Island of When. 
They land and play, 
Cs 


and then they're flying away 


G 


to meet you at another village, another day. 


v2 Knights and squires, fantastic spires, 
and the women stand strong with their men--—- 
they are as free as wizardry 
and they call their island the Isle of When. 
And it's—-—CChorus) 


v3 Talk of the future, loud and clear, 
harmonizes with imagination's call. 
Science and art don't stand apart, 
and when they make a story, they make it tall. 
And it's—-(CChorus) 


v4 All through the night, the troubadors 
perform ev'rything from balladry to blues. 
The fingers dance, and the songs enhance 
a mood that lifts a stranger out of his shoes. 
And it's——-CChorus) 


vsS Colors swirl like the giant worlds, 
and the friends you meet fill the night brimfull 
with many eifts-—--the time goes Swift 
as if responding to a lighter planet's pull. 
And it's—-(Chorus) 


v6 Then when the celebration's done 
and the calendar becomes a livestock pen, 
we camouflage our bright mirages 
till the flying island comes ‘round again. 
And it's—-CChorus) 


Mo iiss 


ten “t Xe 
PS am S\N 
peru Fee sa 
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CThe Ballad of) FRANKIE AND IGOR: 
A Contemporary Tale of Horror 


Tune: "Frankie and Johnnie” (traditional). 
Words c 1986 by Sally Childs-Helton. 


vi 


v2 


V3 


va 


VS 


ve 


G6 G6-F#6-G6 
Frankie and Igor were working 
G6 ; G6-FH6-G6 C9 
down in the lab very late. 
Frankie said, "'Come C . my man, 

C9 G6 
we got us a creature to create-— 

D9 Db9-D9-C9 
but we need some parts 
G6 F#6-G6 


to re-animate." 


So they went down to the graveyard, 
with shovels in their hands. 

They dug up a box, 

looked inside and said, 

"That's one hell of a big man, 

and he'll do just fine. 

We'll do the best we can." 


Frankie was just about finished, 
down in the basement lab. 

Frankie said, "We need us a brain--— 
the finest one to be had." 

But he didn't know--— 

Oh yes that brain was bad. 


Now that brain looked just fine to Igor, 
so he just popped it right in. 

Frankie was busy, turning Knobs, waiting 
for the lightning to begin. 

He was in for a shock--— 

that brain was bad as sin. 


Well, the monster was pushy and uely, 
and totally lacking in tact. 

Frankie led him from the lab, 

but the monster pushed him back 

and said, "You ain't done yet-—-— 

I want a woman, Jack!" 


Frankie and Igor got busy, 
and worked on her all the night long. 


The monster said, "Don't you make me a sleaze 


like the one that killed King Kong. 
Now I want my wife, 
and don't you do her wrong." 


Now the monster and wife are quite happy, 
and doing real well, so they sav. 


They live in the suburbs, in a big white house, 


two Kids and one more on the way. 
They've joined the country club, 
and the PTA. 


1] 


V8 Each day he goes into the city, 
wearing a Brooks Brothers suit. 
He's a federal judge, he's born again, 
and Republican to boot-—-— 
I said the brain was bad-- 
yes that brain was bad- 


cd you know that brain was bad—--— 


I mean really bad! 
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GRAVITY ESNILES 


Tune: "Nottamun Town” (traditional). 
Words c 1987 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


vil 


v2 


V3 


va 


VS 


pos.1 2 1 


There's a blue-and-white world 


] ] 3 1 


that drifts like a wreck, 


but 


1 3 1 
throwing out jumbled signals 
, 4 5 4 1 8 1 
you ll quickly detect-—-— 
1 3 1 
don't follow them down 
4 5 4 1 8 1 


to the gravity-well, 


3 2 21 


or you'll wind up in exile 


C6 1 


like a tourist in hell. 


They're gravity-—exiles, 
Pinned to a spinning rock, 
with their lives gnawed away 
by a ravenous clock. 

They're threatened by peace, 
so they slaughter their kin. 


And 
but 


they say it's no game, 
they play it to win. 


If you visit their world, 
they']l want you to stay 

as a weapons-consultant 

or a science display. 

They'll shoot down your ship 


and 
and 


haul it off in the night, 
explain you away 


as a trick of the light. 


They'll] welcome you in, 
if you look just like them, 


but 


if you open your mouth, 


then your troubles begin. 
Y'ican't question their world, 
or say where it's cracked, 
"cause they'd happily break you 
to Keep it intact. 


In the world they call real, 
not a continent moves, 

not a god intervenes, 

not a crisis improves, 

not a fervent believer 


will 
and 
will 


tell you the truth, 
not one superhero 
come out of the booth. 


1-3-2-1| 9-2 -2¢off)| 9(on-of f)- 
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v6 I don’t Know your name, 
your race, or your creed, 
but I might Know your pain, 
your fate, and your need 

= if you're gravity—exiled 

from all time and space 

with an ache in your bones 


i : and a smile on your face. 


. - — Tunine & Cuorp Positions : 
| beth down 4e"D" 
TUNING 


~~ Leap Sueet For“Gravity Exires” Gee Perrorvance Noes p24) 


(THere’s A) BLUE AND Whe WORD = THAT «=— ss pRIFTS. LIKE A WRECK, THROWING 


our — SUMBLED SIGNALS you QUICKLY DE-TECT, Bur DON'T 


OR YOULL 


: WIND UP IN EXILE, Like A TOURIST IN HELL. 


FOL——Low TM DOWN TO THE GRAV—ITY WELL, 
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LADY SNOWSTAR SUPERNOVA 


Music and words c 1978 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


cl 


vil 


c2 


v2 


C3 Lady Snowstar Supernova, 


Dm/F6 G6 A6 
Lady Snowstar Supernova, firefly in the night, 
Dm/F6 

if I ever eget my spaceship, 


D Em/G6 
we'll be Sitting tight. 


Em/G6 
We'll sail above a 200d world war 
and write down who gets killed, 


A6 
and I'll buy you a round of absinthe 


C maj? (pos.1) 

with a thirteen-—dollar bill. 
C maj? (pos.1) 
I didn't know that fantasy was 
G maj? 
such a heady fuel, 
C maj7pos.2 
till you burned it brightly 

D maj7 
like a spotlight on a duel. 

C maj (pos.1) 

You left a pool of darkness 

Gmaj7 
and a mee to build a wall, 

F maj7 G (open) 


so I'll build it till your arias 


A(open) Dm /F6 


don't penetrate at al 


Lady Snowstar Supernova, virgin on the hill 
when the North Pole's air —conditioned, 

then we'll take our fill. 

We'll annotate the Kama Sutra 

till we fall asleep, 

and we'll calculate theatrics 

instead of counting sheep. 


I'd really like to see 

the perfumed blueprints for yvour ark. 
You jazz my Geiger counter so, 

I must eglow in the dark. 

If fantasies were isotopes, 

you'd keep Grand Canyon hot 

while drifting down the ozone 

like the Lady of Shalott. 


when the world comes down in ashes 
must vou linger there? 

I’m on the watch for omens 

that will tell me some g00d news, 
but it's only force Of habit 

and a worn-out point of view. 


belle extre es 


Dm/F6 


V3 


c4 


va 


cS 


You've got your sudden fortunes 15 
ev'ry time vou swing your hair, 

got roadmaps of the new age, 

but no way to travel there. 

You tinker with your destiny, 

but never quite enough. 

And I wish to hell you'd light your Pilot light 
and call my bluff. 


Lady Snowstar Supernova, free-form suffragette 
we could get apocalyptic, 

but let's not do it yet. 

I've had enough of rituals 

to last a Nundred years-—-— 

we'll be down to dust by that time, 


if we don't dissolve in tears. 


There's a lot I would have told you 
if I hadn't said too much--— 

but then the mass went critical 
and it put us out of touch. 

It's hard to stick to basics 

when the bombs are going off, 

so I hope your flight is gentle, 

and the landing's just as soft. 


Lady Snowstar Supernova, 

if you make it through, 

maybe then I won't need to apologize to you. 
And if you need a sparring partner, 

don't send up a flare, 

"cause my lifeboat's in the drydock 

and I'm sure you've got a spare. 


CHORLLSES: 


Eu/G66 


m Verses: 


Coast pos-4 Gnas." 


16 MUNDANIA 


Tune: “America” by Leonard Bernstein and Stephen Sondheim, c 1962 by G.Schirmer, Inc. 
Words c 1986 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


vl I Know a place you can get real. 
G D 
Lots of folks think it's a good deal: 
be just exactly what you seem, 


D 
long as you don't think or daydream. 


C1 Buy what you see in Mundania, 


domesticate me in Mundania—-— 
Bb 
free to agree in Mundania, 


Eb 


D 
nowhere to flee in Mundania! 


v2 Free self-expression is such fun-— 
choose the soap opera you're Hooked on. 
Learn how to look and what to say--— 
Barbie and Ken argue all day. 


c2 Bridge table bids in Mundania, 
two-point—-three kids in Mundania, 
extra jar lids in Mundania, 
dull Hominids in Mundania. 


v3 Go to a bar for a quick lay-- P 
let me bombard you with clichés. 
You can be my overnight guest 


If you can quote Reader's Digest. 


c3 Playing our roles in Mundania, 
real men are trolls in Mundania. 
Plug up the holes in Mundania: 
love's on the dole in Mundania. 


v4 You can use plastic to buy trash-— 
for the real thing you must pay cash--— 
finance what you can't afford yet, 
if you can show you've been in debt. 


c4 That’s how it goes in Mundania, 
keep on your toes in Mundania, 
let your brain doze in Mundania, 
brown up your nose in Mundania. 


vS I'll have a Twinkie if I may. 
Have a Big Mac and a nice day. 
Let's turn the President's war spree 
into a novel-for-Tv! 


cS Don't get depressed in Mundania, 
dress for success in Mundania—— 
bloated and blessed in Mundania, 
meaningless quest in Mundania. 


c6 Feeling so well in Mundania, 
gossip to tell in Mundania—-— 
nice padded cell in Mundania—-— 
boring as hell in Mundaniat!! 


Leap SueeT FOR MUNPANIA: — (ee ALSO: Ferrorpance Nores,p 34) 17 


KNOW A PLACE YOU CAN GET REAL 
lors OF FOLKS THINK 113 A GOOD DEAL: 
[rift] | 
: WHAT You SEEM , 


BE OUST €X—ACI-——LY 


LONG AS YOU DON'T THINK OR DAY DREAM. 
Lriff ] 


Buy war you see IN Mun DA 


a 
Pe 
f SET : 
Ey” Ae ae Ee 
ee 
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Ni———-A,__ Do 


an «| ener a 
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ae ay 


No—wnere To Fle iN Mun 
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PEARLY GATE BLUES (Jim and Tammy) 


Tune: "Plastic Jesus” (traditional). 
Words c 1987 by Sally Childs-Helton. 


ch 


G C 


Jim and Tammy, Jim and Tammy 
got themselves throwed out of PTL. 


What a shame and what a pity-- 


—s get into the heavenly city--— 
ride that holy Paiiec coaster to wn 

G 

Jim and Tammy fell from grace 

and a one wants to take their place; 
brought shame and sorrow down on Ber. 


G 


Seems they've been cast out of Eden; 
c 

Jim got caught in bed a-cheatin'. 

G D G 


Good intentions pave the road to Hell. 


Jim's to blame for his own fall: 

had to g0 and tell it all. 

Went and put his job right on the line. 
Made a major indiscretion 

when he played at "True Confessions''—— 
if he'd kept his mouth shut he'd be fine. 
CChorus) 


People say that Jim's a homo- 


sexual, and that's a no-no; 
his excuses sure are wearin" thin. 
Hie says, "No, I'm not a fairy—-— 


I just schtup my secretary 

"Cause I Know that bein' queer's a sin." 
Tammy hates it when she sneezes 

as she's prayin' to her Jesus-—— 

has a problem with her stuffy head. 

It ain't pretty, it ain't pleasant-—-— 
Tammy's doin' decongestants: 

seems that she got hooked on Sudafed. 
CChorus) 


Praise the Lord and pass the loot 

for Jimmy's thousand-—dollar suit, 
flauntin’" a life-style so high and fine. 
How much money did thay take up 

just to pay for Tammy's makeup? 

"Round her neck she wears a dollar sign. 
God's not happy with them BakkKers; 
better call the undertakers--— 

don't Know when the lightnin' bolt will hit. 
But those fears will soon diminish--— 

the IRS is far from finished--—- 

Jim and Tammy sure are in deep $#!& ! 
CChorus) 


V7 


Vs 


Spendin' millions like it's water, 
doin’ things they shouldn't oughter, 
got the IRS hot on their tail. 
Under Satan's own persuasion 

they committed tax evasion--—- 
maybe they'll be born again in jail. 


They bit off more than they could swaller, 


worshipped the almighty dollar 

with religion packaged right to sell. 

A dollar short and a day too late, 

they won't get through the pearly egate, 
so when you fall from grace 

you'd best Fal-well! 

CChorus) 
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20 
PIGEON MAIL 
(A Blueegrass’SF’Dystopian’ Paranoid Breakdown) 


Music and words c 1975 and 1982 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


c G 


vl I been practicin' karate in the basement. 
I been watchin" out for black cars 


through the screen, 


© 
and I lined my roof with tinfoil 
G Em 
to turn back the Martian rays 
G S G 


because I thought my nose was turnin’ green. 


Well, I Know it wasn't always this much hassle 


D 


to wait and see if I had passed a test-—-— 


but I knew this time 


G Em 


I'd have to Keep my guard up, 


G 


when folks began to say I needed rest. 


ch If they send you the word 
G 
and you can't find me, 
and the sandwich on my table's gettin’ stale—-— 


if I'm already gone 


Em 
by the time they fix your phone 
G 
you can send me 
Cc G Em 
your news by pigeon mail. 
é G 


Just send me your news by pigeon mail. 


v2 I mailed an application just last Tuesday. 
IT want to Know if NASA needs my brains, 
"Cause I tinkered up this gadget 
in my spare time 
that floats up off the floor 
each time it rains. 
Well, I got a letter in a plain brown folder 
that makes me think I ought to get away, 
"Cause insteada bein' from the NASA people 
it read, ""Greetings from the CIA." 
CChorus) 


> 
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v3 Well, this kinda thing don't happen very often. 


va 


AS I recall, it happened to a friend. 

She patented a car that ran on corn shucks—-— 
too bad that she was never seen again. 

And then there was a neighbor 

who's a dowser-—-— 

His stick could find those hidden microphones. 
It's been about a month 

since he was heard from, 

and those strangers on his land 

look just like clones. 

CChorus) 


I figure that it's just my imagination, 
but things sure do seem different 

since last year. 

I've given up on tellin' folks about it, 
"cause when I do, they tend to disappear. 
Well, I don't guess I'm more paranoid 
than most folks-—-— 

I don't guess I'd be worth their time to kill-—- 
but a friend of mine in Ottowa Said, 
"Come and stay. awhile"'-—-— 

and I didn't go there then 

but now I will. 

cChorus) 


{ 


é 


Laserbone 


As the main instrument used in "Moongrass” music, 
this unique hybrid artifact traces its origins back 
to the Postmodern innovator, Ramblin’ D. Scoville. 
This fine specimen, currently on loan from the Lunar 
Archives of Traditional Music, dates from the last 
decade of the previous century. Players of this 
instrument tended toward ambidexterity and abnormal 
courage. 


De 


SAILPLANE 


Music and words c 1974 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


v1 


v2 


V3 


cd 


Am Bm 
Burned—-out trees by an outdoor band—-shell 
Am Bm-D-Bm 


Bm 
whistle Chamber-—-music now. 


Am Bm 
And the Kids play war out by the landfill 


Am Bm:D-Bm 


Bm 
where sticks forget they once were bougshs. 


She says, 


Cmaj/ Fmaj7 


"If I wasn't married, I could like you. 


We could fly my elider, drink some wine--— 


Am Bm 
and if I wasn't beaten, I could win you. 


m Am 
Couldn't we have something like a good time?" 


My star fell somewhere in the Midwest, 

the strings went dead on my euitar, 

and the clouds come down just like a lead fist 
crushing nothing but the place we are. 

"And if I wasn't given, I could take you-—" 
-—--she pauses to put down her drawing pen--—- 
"--and if I wasn't broken, I could mend you. 
Maybe I should wander and come back again." 


Amaj7 Fém Amaj7 
Sunlight plays down the river like a fretboard. 
Fim Amaj7 
Moonlight lays down a silver-silent riff. 
F#m Gtm Am m 
Bird-flight, crossing sunset in a red Horde 
Bb maj7 


we watch behind the boat—Nnhouse in a skiff. 


"I wish you hadn't brought me to the lakeside 
where we watched ice fall from winter's face. 
There's time and light left for a late glide, 
but my sailplane cracked a wing 

in last year's race." 

And if I wasn't swimming, I could save her. 

If we weren't landing, we could fly. 

And if she hadn't liked How he forgave her, 
I’m sure we could have something better, 

by and by. 


By and by-- 


by and by. 


GROUP LCVERSES: 


GRoUPZ CveRSES & copa) . 


zd 
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SCIENCE FAIR 


Music and words c 1979 and 1987 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


vl 


bl 


b2 


V3 


b3 


va 


Bm A ie 


No one Knows, nobody sees i 


what Irv has built in his laborat'ry-—— 


Bm A 


and upstairs, Roberta Lee 


Em 
Chis sister) preens beside her vanity. 
Em F 
And the sun's going down, 
Em A A B Em 
just like it found the shortcut home. 
Em F 

Young Irv is depressed, 

Em A A B Em 
Roberta's undressed and she's dreaming. 

Em F 

There's a flick on the tube-- 

Em A A B Em 
a Quarterback rube wins a million bucks. 


D 


Irv's drinking Dad's gin 


Fe 


and suddenly egrins at his algebra. 


He's working late on his display—-— 

the high-school science fair is set for Mays. 
Im the garage, a square machine-— 

he's got it focussed on the Pleistocene. 


And he's rapt in his work-—— 

all over New York, lights are snuffing out. 
But there’s one in the night: 

a garage in the Heights has an orange glow. 
Irv Knows what to get—-— 

a Camera and net—-and he's on his way. 
Then the firemen arrive, 

thexs douse it by five, and the sparks fly up. 


The street is calm, the night is cool. 
Nobody's seen a certain teenage fool. 
Roberta says he ran away, 

and puts her face on for the senior play. 


The garage has been torched: 

the concrete is scorched near a melted mass. 
But just next to the thing, a butterfly wing 
covers two square feet. 

Now, Irv's Known for his jokes—— 

it could be a hoax, but we'll never know. 
"Cause a circuit goes bust: 

the wing is now dust on an empty shoe. 


The sky is green, the trees are eray--—- 

We Know for sure it's always been that way-- 
it’s whs we've all got purple hair. 

I learned about it at the science fair. 


tt le 
UT tel | 


3 


Famous Obscure Anachronisms ,* 1 : 
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SECULAR HUMANIST 


Music and words c 197i and 1986 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


v1 


v2 


V3 


va 


E7 


Do you take scripture pre-digested, 
from salesmen on the tube? 
Get your science from their Bible, 
like born-again baby-food? 


Well, if your thinking isn't spoon-fed, 


; Se” dung FR-E Gt 
I'm afraid it's all taboo--— 
FH Gt A 
So watch out for suspicious creatures, 
A 


like the man right next to you, 


('cCause there's a ) 
B A G A G:A 
secular Numanist in your midst—— 


B A G E¢ 


there's a secular Humanist in your midst. 


When you arrive at the supper club, 
y'better check to see who's who. 

Ev'ry time you scrub your crewcut, 
y'better use the right shampoo. 

Keep an eye on rabid liberals, 

never can tell what they'll do. 

Better check your glove compartment—-— 
vou might find one in there, too 
(’'Cause there's a) 

secular Nhumanist in your midst—— 
there's a secular Humanist in your midst. 


Goin' downtown to see a movie? 

Make sure it's nice and clean. 

Blood and guts are good for tots-— 

Keep the kissing off the screen. 

You can see some exploitation, 

maybe if you're past eighteen, 

but it’ll grab you by the privates, 

and turn you into a libertine 

like the secular humanist in your midst-— 
like the secular Numanist in your midst. 


Y'better hide your wives and dauehters: 
these are things they shouldn't hear. 
Bolt the door and slam the shutters, 
pull the covers up and stop your ears. 
It's a sinister infiltration—-— 

been going on for years-—-— 

decadence and degradation! 

Spearmint gum and three-two beer! 


And there's a secular Humanist in your midst, 


there's a secular humanist in your midst. 
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vS There's a Communist in the closet, 
there's a radical on the roof. 
When your friends discuss the issues, 
do your best to stay aloof. 
Y'never know when someone's listening—--— 
fonna catch you if you goof. 
Don't mention ee-vo-lu-tion—— 
that's all they need for proof 
(that there's ay 
secular Numanist in their midst—-— 
there's a secular Numanist in their midst. 


v6 Don't talk a lot at parties-—-— 
y'might wind up unemployed. 
Don't use your brains too much--— 
it frightens the anthropoids. 
Tell your friends you trust the System, 
or they'll think you're paranoid. 
Watch out for propaganda, 
like that song you just enjoyed 
('cause there's a) 
secular humanist in your midst-—-— 
there's a secular Numanist in your midst. 


v7 Now that you've got the message, 
I sure hope you've listened well. 
but if you're a True Believer 
I guess that means you'll &0 to hell. 
Too bad that has to happen. 
That's what a little Knowledge does. 
You question superstition, 
and it's a bust by the Holy Fuzz 
t get the secular humanist in their midst—— 
there's a secular humanist in their midst. 


STAIRWAY TO FANDOM 


Tune: "Stairway to Heaven" by Jimmy Page and Robert Plant, c 1972 Superhype Music. 
Words c 1986 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


m Gt+ Am/7+ D 
There's a lady who's here, in a metal brassiere, 
Fmaj7 Am 
and _ she's finding the stairway to fandom. 
m t+ 
When she gets Nere., she knows 


Am7+ 
if the Nuckster room's closed, 
; Fmaj7 : m. ‘ 
in the con-suite she'll get what she paid for. 
a D Fmaj7 


O00O-0C00, COO—OOOh, 


she's finding the stairway to fandom. 


Am Gt+ 
There's a gath'rine of men, 
Am7+ 
but she's sure they're not fen, 
: Fmaj7? Am 
Cause they're all watching sports in the lobby. 
m Gt+ 
As she catches their eve, 
Am7+ 
they call something "sci-fi" 
Fmaj7 Am Em C6 D 
as they talk about dangerous hobbies. 
; C6 G-D-C6-D 
Ooo-oooh, it makes em wonder. 
C6 D C6 G-D-Cé6:-D 


Ooo-ooh, what's a sense of wonder? 


* G/B 


There's this feeling of dread 


Am 
when I get out of bed 


G/B Fmaj7 
and the radio's lousy with football. 
C G/B 
In my thoughts, I've made plans 
Am 
no one else understands 
Fmaj7 . C:G/B:C6:D 
in the voice of a Castaway Martian. 
if}.i6. 
And it makes ‘em enter. C6-D 
C6 D C6 G-D-C6-D 
Ooo-ooh, really makes em wonder. 
G/B 


And if whiskers are tunes 


m 
and hotel—-rooms are moons, 


; G/B Fmaj7 
then a filker's a Cosmic Norelco. 
Am 
and a new day will dawn with sone-stifled yawns 
C G/B Fmaj7 C-G/B-C6-D 


in a forest of sweaty guitar—necks. 


G:D-C6:D (gliss) C 


, 


And we'll make ‘em wonder. 


as C G/B Am 29 
If there's a news-—-crew casing costumes, 
Am (run) C 
don't be offended—— 
ie. G/B Fmaj7 (run) c 
it's just a feature for the mundane 
G/B Am (run) C 
Yes, you can patiently explain it, but for the TV 
on Cc G/B Fmaj7_ un) C-G/B-C6-D 
they'll pare it down to eccentrici 


G:D-C6:D Gi) C 


That'll make 'em wonder. 


G/B Am 
Your head is homing on the old shows, 
ia Am (run) C 


the ones you don't know--— 


(run) C 


- a. <78.. Fmaj ? 
the captain's calling on the video 
G/B m 
Dear lady, can you hear the filksone? 


' Am (run) C 
It says you're not wrong--— 
-~ C G/B Fmaj7 _@un)C 
just lighten up and join the Fecnmtel thron 


ng- 
G/B D ™ (riff) D+G - (repeat twice) | C6-(add F#)-C6|G:- Gunail- G|Am.-G-F 


AAATAANs wwe sEeTETSeew se | ||| teh eu end ieee Suepe GHw sume lores 9. Miistere wEe Ger 8 KA)e Gree one 


Am G F F-G:Am 
And as we wander down the hall, 
= m G F-G-Am 
our costumes trail along the wall--— 
m G F (etc.)... 


there walks a lady we should know 
from old pulp covers long ago, 
and if you think she's turned to dust, 


her tune will come to you as lust 


for worlds so far above the norm--— 
... (etc., end on Fmaj7.) 


GRoup2: 
Em (HARMONIO C6 ait) ‘ 


just to belong, but not conform. 


D 


_ GROURS: . GROUP 4: Group 5: 


Det) .|] Gar), Dealt), C Am Dees C6 su F*® Gmag.7 


(SEE PERFORMANCE NOTES, P34 ) e 


30 TWO MOON BLUES 


Tune traditional. 
Words c 1986 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


A D9 
vil Woke up this morning, 


A (riff) 


saw those two moons Bome. 


D9 
Woke up this morning, 
A (riff) 
saw those two moons gone. 
E9 


Earth is just a speck 


A«D9°*A+E9 


and that dust storm's comin" on. 


v2 Fire up the system, 
but Keep that light down red. 
Fire up the system, 
but keep that light down red. 
"Cause I just want to see 
what's crawling ‘round my bed. 


br Well you're just another Earthling 
but I think you're kinda cute. 
We got a lot of pressure here, 
sO you can drop your suit, now. 
Keep yours handy, baby--— 
I Know where to find mine. 
We can Keep it airtight till we 


see those two moons shine. 


v3 I'm stuck in nowhere 
but my buggy carries two. 
I'm stuck in nowhere 
but my buggy carries two. 
The nights are so long here, we can 
think up some things to do. 


v4 You may be tough as tungsten, babe, 
but you look good to me. 
Said you may be tough as tungsten, baby, 
but wou 100K go00d to me. 
We can roll it all night ‘cause it's 
only point—- three gee. “ 


VS Anywhere we wind up, I say 
woman's man's best friend. 
Anywhere we wind up, I say 
woman's man's best friend. 
And I'll stay here bein' friendly while those 
two moons come around again. 
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ALTERNATE CHORRS FOR RIFF: 
E caS$) 


Concentrake ons 
Os csicnes 2 ee ae oe 
respectively for each chord. The tip of the”, 
fourth firger presses doum & relelses ahomnste uy. 
Lt OK te te the chord a6 You pleu the 
ri — it's a more percussive Sound —ard 
Mou can switcn between thee chords aud the cthec 
iF your hands get tired of barring. Do what warks 
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WOMAN IN SPACE 


CA Women's-Liberation’Science—-Fiction Calypso) 


Music and words c 1975 and 1982 by Barry Childs-Helton. 


v1 


ch 


v2 


v3 


va 


C 
Once an Old friend, he ask of me, 


C:G 


C 
"Do the woman belong in Space?" 
G 
"Well, do the man belong in time?" 1 say. 
C 
That's what make him walk away 


with such a worried face. CChorus) 


A-way! Don't hitch up the wagon to a Star, 


unless you go with her 
D 


a-way! Don't leave her all alone, 


Cc... C-D|D-C|Cc-G (repeat ) 
locked up in the home all day! 


Sing about the woman astronaut, 
it's a mystery to me 

why we have not let her be 

Proud and free in zero-G 

since nineteen sixty-three. CChorus) 


Sing about the lonely star-sailor, 

I take any Yankee-man's bet-—-— 

is so much better people love with each other 
on earth, in the sky, and all place other 

than make love to TV set (Cui!). 

cCChorus) 


EFarthbound woman oh so sad-—- 
we waste her time away. 
Everybody by now should kKnow--— 
room for all on the UFO, 
so fly away and play! CChorus) 


‘i “Drent was upset to Find a 
spaceship in his coffee For the 
second morning ina row. 


'Tt's those damn Commies, 
he mused. "' 
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PERFORMANCE NOTES 


Generally, we encourage your own creativiy and ingenuity in working up your own 
arrangements--what you see in this book represents our own idiosyncratic way of 
performing the tunes, and we'd be the last people on earth to set anything in stone 
when it comes to music! 


Granted, "bar chords” can be tricky, especially if you aren't yet used to them. But 
don't despair. It's just a matter of getting your hand used to the shapes it makes, and 
then applying full pressure. If it seems too hard, it could be your guitar--most guitars 
are not set at their ideal action at the factory or store, and warping or other fac- 
tors could also be making bar chords seem impossible. Get a hold of a luthier or 

other craftsmanlike person who knows guitars, and have your instrument checked for 
neck alignment, truss rod adjustment, bridge and nut height, etc. Aside from that, 

it's not a bad idea to just hold the chord gently | for a long time, making periodic 
adjustments in hand position, while watching old "Star Trek" reruns or your friend's 
"Max Headroom" tapes. Take your time. Your hands are as much a memory-bank 

as your brain, and can do neat things if given a chance. 


Meanwhile, feel free to substitute first-position chords for the bar chords where applicable. 
Or, for that matter, anything that feels comfortable and makes the music sound the way 
you'd like it to. There are several different voicings for any one chord on the guitar, 

and each one can have different effects. Explore! 


Now, then, about some of the tunes... 


"Gravity Exiles.” This is based on the traditional British folksong, "Nottamun Town.” 

It's played in a modified open "D" tuning, which turns the first and sixth strings into 
drone strings (shazam!) and brings out not only a dulcimer-like sound, but also a dulcimer- 
esque technique of playing: the melody can be flat-picked with a maximum effect 
from minimum left-hand movement. To this end, I have diagrammed ten "positions" 

for the left hand, rather than standard chord structures, except (hee hee) for our old 
friend C6, which doesn't mind being played in the usual way in this tuning. If you 
haven't met C6, it's hanging out with the ' ‘Stairway to Fandom" chords. With regard to 
rhythm, most of the tune is in 4 4 time, except for a few places where we stretch the 
bars out to 6 4 time, as indicated on the lead sheet. If you'd rather play the entire 
tune in 4.4 time, feel free; the 6 4 measures are just a part of our idiosyncratic 
rendering. 


"Lady Snowstar Supernova.” I know, I know. Bar chords. And frankly, if I'd known their 
names before I'd heard their sound (while jamming with some talented friends who 

showed me how to make 'em) I'd have been too scared to learn them. Fortunately my 
hands got there first. The chords are grouped in two sets: one for the choruses, and 
one for the verses. They will give you the voicings we use on the tape, or just some 
more pretty chords to play if you'd like. As with all the diagrams, I follow the standard 
classical scheme for numbering the fingers of the left hand: T-1-2-3-4 for thumb-index- 
middle-ring-pinky. Notice that there are really only a few actual chord shapes here-- 
they just go by different aliases depending on where they are placed on the neck. 


"Mundania.” This tune is written in a rhythmic pattern known as HEMIOLA. Even though 
the term sounds like a blood disease, it refers to a pattern of 2 bars of 6’8 time in 

which the first bar is split into 2 groups of 3 beats, with the strong beats on 1 and 4-- 
the second bar being split into 3 groups of 2 beats, with the strong beats on 1,3, and 3: 


123 Yee ito 34 Sc 


The pattern is indicated on the lead sheet by thicker and thin beat-marks; a little 


practice will soon overcome the dreaded hemiola. In Latin America, hemiola is played with 
a strong down stroke on accented beats, and a weaker upward stroke on the unaccented beats (of 
course, many of those traditional guitarists are strumming with the fingertips, and flexing 
the fingers from the base knuckles--it's trickier with a plecturm, but the added brightness 
and volume is worth it). The pattern looks like this: 

DOWN up up DOWN up up *« DOWN up DOWN up DOWN up 
If your wrist isn't up to this (and few are!), play down strokes on the accented beats 
and catch what you can on the unaccented beats (in other words, fake it!). Throughout, 
remember to keep your beats even, accented or not, in order for the rhythm to be 
effective. If you're having trouble, go to the library and check out the original recording 
of West Side Story. 
"Stairway to Fandom." This was another one that gets passed around a lot in the oral 
tradition of rock'n'roll guitarists (and I still think that's the best way to learn it). Take vour 
time with it. The version I play on the tape is admittedly abbreviated from the Led 
Zeppelin original--partly because I only wanted to SUGGEST the opening to the original 
before launching into parody (otherwise you set people up with false expectations; it helps 
if your audience has a pretty fair sense of what you're up to right away, so you don't 
impose on their time). Further, I didn't have two recorder players and a wall of Marshall amps to 
add verisimilitude; it's best to stay within the capabilities of your technology as much as 
possible. Note that the chords are grouped according to where they occur in the song. 
The first group is both the opening riff and the set of chords that backs the first verse. 
Groups 2 and 3 are used with the "It makes me wonder” sections; Group 4 is an "Abbey 
Road'-like riff that occurs frequently from about the middle of the song onwards. Group 5 
is the transitional riff near the end of the song, after which the Am-G-F / F-G-Am pro- 
gression is fairly straightforward (and virtually identical, by the wav, to the one in "All 
Along the Watchtower” as done by Hendrix). This is one of very few tunes that I will get dis- 
mally literal with; the more it "sounds like the record, maan," the more clearly it comes 
across as a parody. (One reason Weird Al's “Eat It” is so deadly is that its arrange- 
ment is very close to the Michael Jackson original.) The only other thing about "Stairway" 
is the standard a capella ending, "And she's buying the stairway to..." after the 
last Fmaj7; I play the opening riff one more time just to make sure the audience knows 
the song is ending. You don't have to if vou don't want to. 


Are you a shy filker ? 


Try playing at a... 


° 


You might have a hit. 


~ 


Note on chord labeling: 


The chord label "Em7/G6" offers two names for the same chord. "Em7/G6" follows the same logic 
as the first-position chord variously known as "Am7" or "C6", just barred at the appropriate fret. 
There are other voicings of these chords, but so far as I can tell, these are the most hassle-free. The 
configurations are okay, and the handwritten notes with some of the chords still seem clear to me. 


- Barry Childs-Helton, 2023 
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